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Ruth
facts from the Bible

The book of Ruth is named after her
She was a Moabite woman who married an
Israelite during the period of the Judges.
The Moabites were descendants of Lot,
Abrahams nephew.
She chose to remain with her mother-in-law,
Naomi after the death of her first husband,
father-in-law and brother-in-law.
She married a second time to Boaz, a relative
of her late father-in-law.
She is the great-grandmother of king David.
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The

    Water sloshed over the edge of the clay jar as Ruth rushed

back to the house. Every muscle in her body screamed out in

pain. How many trips had she made? She must not allow

herself to collapse, not now.  

    “Quickly!” Naomi called, as Ruth entered the room. 

    She set the heavy pottery down next to the bed as Naomi

reached out to dip a cloth into its refreshing coolness. Ruth

watched her mother-in-law wring it out and then place it on

Mahlon’s fevered forehead. She stood there staring down at

her husband. She was numb with fatigue. He had been

delirious with fever, tossing and turning, crying out with words

that made no sense for days now.

    Naomi looked up at Ruth and they whispered in unison the

prayer they had spoken a thousand times, “God of Abraham,

find favour with us and grant us …”

    A sudden cry of anguish erupted from the other side of the

room, “No!” 

    Ruth’s head swung to Orpah who was nursing her own

gravely ill husband. 

    “Take over Ruth.” Naomi instructed, shoving the used cloth

into her hands before running to the other sickbed. 

    “Water.”

    The sound of her husband’s strained voice snapped Ruth

into action. “Here, my darling…drink.” She held the cup to his

lips, but he found it difficult to take in its liquid. She closed

her eyes as the cry’s of Orpah and Naomi confirmed, Chilion

was gone.



    A panicked Ruth switched out another cooled cloth for

Mahlon’s forehead, “Live my darling, live.” She pleaded. “God

of Abraham, find favour with us and grant us your healing

power upon our sick.”

                                           ****

    The funeral procession was not a large one. The family was

not from Moab. Their simple and quick burial custom was

strange and foreign to a people who did not worship in the

traditional Jewish faith. 

    Ruth tried to ignore the curious stares as they passed

through the city streets. The Moabites worshipped many

gods, and Kemosh, was a god who expected sacrifices so

that he would find favour among the living in place of the

dead. A chill ran down her spine at the thought of Kemosh’s

anger that they would not be bringing him any gifts. She

could still hear her father’s displeasure at her decision to

marry a Jew. “The god’s wrath will be upon your head!” He

had shouted.

    Ruth grabbed hold the hand of her mother-in-law as they

walked this awful trek.

    There was no money for hired mourners, or any incense for

their dead. Only a trade for the bodies to be carried to the

tombs in the hills of Moab. What will become of us now? Ruth

wondered. Her father’s voice was still in her head, “If you go

with this Jew, you will never step foot back in my house.” 

    Her family and friends said Ruth had lost everything to

marry a Jew. But she had not felt that way. By stepping into a

life with Mahlon and his faith, she felt she had gained the

world. They had been so happy together.  

    Chilion and Mahlon’s bodies were each lowered into

Elimelech’s honed out burial cave to lie next to their father.



    With no Rabbi present to pray over them, Naomi spoke.

“Ten years have we been in this land, during a time of famine.

But instead of giving us the life we came for; it has given us

death.” 

    Ruth wrapped her arm around the older woman. What

sorrow she has had to bear.

    Quoting from her people’s writings Naomi continued, “And

after my skin has been thus destroyed, yet in my flesh I shall

see God.”  

    This was why Ruth loved her husband’s family so deeply. In

the midst, of all they had faced, they believed there was a

redeemer who promised to save his people one day. What

other god gave such hope?

    “For I know that my Redeemer lives, and at the last he will

stand upon the earth.” (Job 19: 25-26)

    Promising hope. It had taken Ruth some time to understand

what this one true God was planning for his people.

Salvation from death. Was it true? And if so, when?

    The days that followed were a blur of sleep and deep

grief, each woman quietly alone in her thoughts. With

concern, Ruth kept a close eye on her mother-in-law. Gone

was her bright joyful spirit.  She had worked so hard to keep

her sons alive. Would she too fall ill from exhaustion and

grief? Was her faith waning? 

    Orpah’s family brought bread with expressed wishes for

her to come home to them. 

    “How can I go home when my husband’s mother needs me,

hmm?” Orpah replied.

    Ruth sat in the corner listening to the exchange. The truth

of her reality grieved her deeper. She knew her family would

not be coming to ask for her return. She had walked out of

her father’s house of turmoil to be with the man she loved.

What a contrast these two homes she knew were. Her father

was a man of fear and anger. Mahlon, had been a man who 



held a passion of tender love that radiated from his heavenly

God. She pulled his pillow into her lap and held it close. To

love deeply, meant to grieve just as deeply. 

    “We will give her another husband to wed.” Orpah’s

brother was saying.

    Naomi stood close to Orpah, “Let her grieve with me a bit

longer, then she can decide.”

    Over the next several weeks the three women buried

themselves in mundane house-chores. Ruth lost count of the

days for it was too painful to know how many were passing

without Mahlon. How can the sun still rise and fall when our

days have stopped? 

    “Lord of the heavens” Ruth prayed, struggling now to know

for certain if he was there at all. “My mind is grasping to

understand. Why have you left us desolate? Why have you

allowed us to suffer so?” She didn’t know if she could go on.

“Are you there, or just a mirage?”

    The room remained quiet and Ruth’s heart empty. Should I

go back to the gods of my upbringing? Have I displeased

them? Or have I displeased the God in the heavens?

    Ruth finished folding the linens and was placing them in

their basket at the end of her bed when Naomi entered the

house all out of breath.

    “I have received news today from my homeland.” Naomi

announced, while setting her market basket on the table.    

    "Where’s Orpah?”

    “She’s in the garden, I’ll call her.” Ruth replied.

    As soon as the girls were seated at the table Ruth inquired,

“What news has traveled here?” 

    “The LORD has come to the aid of his people and the

famine is finally no more. There is plenty of food again for all

of Judah!” Naomi exclaimed, clasping her hands together in

glee. 



    Ruth stared at her mother-in-law for some time before

speaking, trying to weigh what this might mean. “You wish to

go back to your homeland then?” 

    “I have nothing left here to stay for.” She replied. “God has

taken everything from me. How can I remain in a strange land

with no husband or son to care for me?”

    They knew she was right.

    “Then I shall go with you.” Ruth said.

    Orpah nodded her head in agreement. “Yes, we will go

with you.” 

    “But Orpah, your family wishes you to stay.” Naomi said.

    “I have decided to remain in the house of my husband to

look after you, my dear mother-in-law.” Orpah replied.

    Ruth grabbed hold of Naomi’s hand. “I too will remain in

the house of my husband.” 

    Naomi smiled, “How I do love you both, my daughters.”

They smiled in return, “And we love you.” 

    “Then it is settled, we will prepare to go.” Naomi

announced.

    It was late summer when at last they were ready to start

the difficult journey to Bethlehem. “I do hope the summer

heat does not over-take us.” Naomi worried.

    “We can wait until the winter’s coolness.” Ruth suggested.

    “No, I think it best if we can get there in time for the barley

harvest.” Naomi answered, knowing they would need the

food as soon as they arrived.

    The road leading north-west out of Kir-Moab was well

traveled and the three women made good time until they

reached the rugged mountainous paths that wound through

several rocky canyons. It was their second day in the terrain

when they reached a summit that overlooked the Valley of

Siddim.

    The view was spectacular. 



    “It was in these hills that Father Abraham stood with his

nephew Lot.” Naomi said.

    Ruth took in the salty sea below them remembering the

telling of the story. Elimelech, her father-in-law, had told how

God had given this land to Abraham, and he in turn offered

Lot first choice. Somewhere in this valley, is the very spot

where Lot and his family had dwelled. She thought.

    “But God destroyed the cities of Sodom and Gomorrah

because of the evil amongst the people there. Lot, with his

wife and two daughters fled up into these hills but his wife

turned back, and she was turned into a pillar of salt.”

Elimelech had said. 

    The aroma of saltwater reached Ruth’s nostrils in a

refreshing breeze. She suddenly realized, Lot is the forefather

of my people, the Moabites. It is because of my people’s

choice to live amongst the heathen, they do not worship the

God of Abraham anymore. 

    “As far as the eye can see before us, is the land of

promise.” Naomi said, interrupting Ruth’s unsettling thought.

    Orpah drew in her breath, “It’s so vast.”

    Naomi pointed across to the other side. “Bethlehem is just

beyond those hills.” 

    Together the three women stood taking in the view before

Naomi removed her waterskin and suggested, “Why don’t we

rest here awhile until the high sun isn’t so hot.” 

    Orpah untied her travel bag and pulled out their day’s

portion of dried figs and goat meat. 

    As the women were finishing their last morsal, Naomi

suddenly blurted, “I think it is best, that the two of you return

to Moab.” 

    Ruth sucked in a surprised breath, what was she saying?

“We can’t leave you out here, to travel the rest of the way

alone.”



    Naomi put her hands, one each on her daughters. “Listen,

the two of you are young and should marry again. I am old,

without ability to give you another husband.”

    “No, mother, it is you who we adore and do not want to

leave!” Ruth said, choking back tears. 

    Naomi wrapped her arms around Ruth and cried with her.

Kissing her and then Orpah, Naomi insisted, “You are both

young and I want only that the Lord grant each of you to find

rest in the home of another husband.”

    Orpah bit her lower lip.

    “Return home now, my daughters. This sorrow I bear, is

mine forever, but you are young and can marry again.” 

    Reluctantly Orpah said, “You are right, I think I will go back

to my family now.” 

    “That’s my girl.” Naomi said, wiping the tears from the

young woman’s face.

    Emotions ran through Ruth as she contemplated what to

do. Stay or go? Suddenly she knew. She knew the God she

wanted to worship, and the house she wanted to live in.

    Orpah kissed their mother-in-law and said good-bye,

turned and began the journey back down to Kir-Moab. But

Ruth clung to Nomi not wanting to let go.

    Naomi held Ruth at arms length, “Look, your sister-in-law

has left, and you need to go with her. Go back to your

people and your gods.” 

    Ruth dropped to her knee’s and pleaded, “Don’t ask me to

leave you. I want to go wherever you go and live where you

live. I want your people to be my people and your God, my

God. Where you die, I want to die and be buried. May the

Lord punish me severely if anything, but death separates us.” 

    Looking into the pleading face of Ruth, Naomi’s heart went

out to the girl, “Then come to Bethlehem and live with me and

serve our God.” 

    A peace so beautiful wrapped its arms around Ruth. Joy

filled her soul. Her heart had found its place with the one true

living God. She was going home.
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Plant

the fragile beauty of the situation
Petals

"But thanks be to God, who in Christ always leads us in
triumphal procession, and through us spreads the fragrance of the
knowledge of him everywhere. For we are the aroma of Christ to
God among those who are being saved and among those who are
perishing, to one a fragrance from death to death, to the other a
fragrance from life to life." 2 Corinthians 2:14-16

Like Ruth, the petals of the

lilac's are bold with

fragrance, blooming their

beauty in the knowledge of

God's existence. 



Journal: 

a description of a fragrance I love and how

it makes me feel. (happy, at peace?)



Plant

of Christ through the situation
Love

Ruth loved Naomi very much. And, she fell in love with her God.

When we love Christ we too want to cling to him, unable to

bear a moment apart from him, even unto death. 

Are you willing and able?

But Ruth said, "Do not urge me to leave you or to return from
following you. For where you go I will go, and where you lodge I
will lodge. Your people shall be my people, and your God my God.
Where you die I will die, and there will I be buried. May the
Lord do so to me and more also if anything but death parts me from
you." Ruth 1:16-17

"Greater love has no one than this, that someone
lay down his life for his friends." 

John 14:13



Journal: a time I've clung to Jesus, asking

that He not leave me.
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the hearts desire
Awaken

    Making life decisions can be

scary. How can we be certain

we are making the right choice? 

    Taking our options to God in

prayer is always a good plan.

But what if He doesn't answer

us in some profound way that

gives us certainty of what He

wants us to do?

    God loves to let us make

choices. Our problems come

when we aren't putting Him first

in those choices, going our own

route without consulting Him or

even taking Him along on the

journey.

"In all your ways
acknowledge him,
and he will make
straight your paths."
   Proverbs 3:6



Journal:  a time I've had to make a major

decision. Did I ask God for His advice?



Plant
Nature
Lot took a long look at the fertile plains of the Jordan
Valley in the direction of Zoar. The whole area was well
watered everywhere, like the garden of the Lord or the beautiful
land of Egypt. (This was before the Lord destroyed Sodom
and Gomorrah.) Lot chose for himself the whole Jordan
Valley to the east of them. He went there with his flocks and
servants and parted company with Abram." Genesis 13:10-11

When Abraham gave Lot first choice of land, Lot chose the best of

the best in the land for himself. I encourage you to read the whole

story in Genesis 13, 14, and 19. It is our nature to be selfish, but when

we look to our heavenly father for guidance he knows the dangers

and pitfalls some paths lead. 



Journal: a path  I've been down, that I've

had to, or need to, turn around on.



Plant

within

Transplant

Ruth drank in the God of Heaven. And by her faith she

blossomed into a beautiful, fragrant tree that gave life

to those who would bring up a king.

Thus says the Lord: "Cursed is the man who trusts in man
and makes flesh his strength, whose heart turns away from the
Lord. He is like a shrub in the desert, and shall not see any
good come. He shall dwell in the parched places of the
wilderness, in an uninhabited salt land." Blessed is the man who
trusts in the Lord, whose trust is the Lord. Jeremiah 17:5-7

But whoever dirks of the
water that I will give him
will never be thirsty again.
The water that I will give
him will become in him a
spring of water welling up to
eternal life. John 4:14



Journal:  what I am thirsting for




